Here, the phallic law of the father takes on the particularly Jewish imperative to "remember everything accurately" (177), a commandment metonymically linked to the contemplation of the one "substantial" organ of his father's body which resists the deterioration of time. In The Anatomy Lesson Roth had already connected the deterioration caused by cancer with a maternal evisceration (of body and language). In Patrimony-despite the holocaust of cancer and the cancer of the Holocaust-the Jewish communal body survives in and through the memory of the solidity of the father: his "substantial" penis and his "vernacular" speech, with "all its durable force" (181).
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The power and ultimately the sentimentality of Roth's portrait arise from his manner of combining traditional Jewish motifs of survival, memory, and the law with a subtle evocation of the Holocaust in order to depict a particular Jewish life in the diaspora. Roth In moving from Philip Roth to Art Spiegelman-that is, from the comic to the comic book-the motifs of survival and suffering become radically reconfigured even as the subjects of that survival and suffering (the authors' fathers) seem so similar. Within the context of the ban on graven images and the "mystique" of the text-from which Roth derives both his pornographic ironization and his narrative sentimentalization-the two volumes of Art Spiegelman's "survivor's tale," Maus, come as a particular shock. Maus represents a new strand of Jewish-American self-construction related to but significantly divergent from Roth's writings. Spiegelman transgresses the sacredness of Auschwitz by depicting in comic strip images his survivor father's suffering and by refusing to sentimentalize the survivor. A phrase from Roth's memoir actually suits Spiegelman's depiction of his father, Vladek, better than it does that of Herman: "what goes into survival isn't always pretty" (Patri-Y LITERATURE mony 126). While Spiegelman is no Walter Herrmannesque comic pornographer of the Holocaust, his use of coded animal identities for the ethnic and national groups he depicts certainly strikes readers at first as somewhat "obscene." Spiegelman even admits that going into a comic book store is "a little like going into a porno store" ("Conversation"). But the power and originality of Spiegelman's effort derive quite specifically from this shock of obscenity which demands that we confront "the Holocaust" as visual representation, as one more commodity in the American culture industry.
For Jewish readers, the challenge of Maus will likely be even harder to assimilate since the experience (and the memory) of the Holocaust, even for those of us who know it only at a distance, remains, fifty years later, one of the defining moments of American Jewish identity. Although the situation is beginning to change, Jewish identity remains relatively undertheorized, if overrepresented, in contemporary culture and criticism. Those of us who occupy Jewish subject positions thus come to the task of what that most talmudic of anti-Semites, Celine, has called "reading Jewish" with an impoverished set of tools to help us to examine our being-inAmerica.3 In this essay I will pursue a double-edged strategy, demystifying Celine's assumption of an essential Jewishness while at the same time demonstrating how Spiegelman brings a secular Jewish interpretive specificity to his rendering of the Holocaust.4
The need for an adequate discourse of Jewish identity strikes me as politically critical because of two phenomena which require, among other things, a specifically Jewish response: the worldwide reassertion of anti-Semitism and the relatively free rein American Jews have given to the often oppressive policies of the state of Israel. Maus assists us in this intellectual and political task because, even if it rarely addresses these issues directly, it does tell us at least as much about the contemporary situation of Jews in the North American diaspora as about "the Holocaust." Or rather, it meditates as much on the production of the concept of "the Holocaust" and of the concept of Jewishness as it does on Nazi inhumanity.
Maus critiques popular productions of Jewishness and the Holocaust not from a safe distance but from within, in an accessible vernacular form. In his recent "goodbye to Maus" comments, Spiegelman worries that his books "may also have given people an easy way to deal with the Holocaust, to feel that they've 'wrapped it up'" ("Saying" 45). While the texts' very commodity form participates in the marketing of the Holocaust-Maus I and Maus II were first "wrapped up" together in boxed sets in the 1991 pre-Hanukkah/Christmas season-they also simultaneously resist this "wrapping up." As Robert Storr notes, Spiegelman creates a visual pun on the back cover of Maus II which connects the stripes of his father's prison uniform with the stripes of the jacket's bar code. The text's very "wrapping" asks the reader to consider its implication in a system of economic entrapment. The self-conscious irony of this parallel between imprisonment and commodity production marks one of the many places where Spiegelman rebels against the terms of his success; such cleverness, however, reminds us that this very rebellion constitutes a large part of the artist's appeal. This paradox, which is foregrounded everywhere in Maus, can be read as a comment not only on the status of memory and history in capitalist culture, but also on recent debates about the possibility and desirability of representing the Nazi genocide.
Among the last Maus images, which Spiegelman contributed to Tikkun ("Saying Goodbye"), two in particular stand out as emblematic of the dangers that the artist recognizes in mass-marketing death. In the first ( fig. 1 ), Spiegelman draws his characteristic "Maus" self-portrait standing in front of a smiling Mickey Mouse background and gazing mournfully at a "real" mouse which he cups in his hands. The uneasy coexistence of three levels of representation in the same pictorial space literalizes the artist's position-backed by the industry, but everywhere confronted with the detritus of the real. In the second drawing ( fig. 2) , the artist sits in front of a static-filled TV screen and plays with his baby daughter, who is holding a Mickey Mouse doll; silhouetted in the background, mouse corpses hang from nooses. This drawing transposes a frame from Maus I (84) in which Spiegelman depicts his family (Vladek, Anja, and the soon-to-be-dead Richieu) before a backdrop of Jews hung by the Germans in a Polish ghetto. This transposition, along with the drawing of the three mice, illustrates an aspect of repetition compulsion which the work as a whole enacts. The Nazi violence lives on, with the survivor son just as much the subject and object of the terror as his father.
Spiegelman's self-portrait on the jacket flap of Maus II also delineates this tension inherent in the relationships between the artist, his historical sources, his representational universe, and his public artworks.5 Wearing a mouse mask, Spiegelman sits at his desk with Raw and Maus posters behind him and a Nazi prison guard outside the window. One morbid detail stands out: the picture reveals Art's ubiquitous cigarettes as "Cremo" brand. On page 70 of the second volume we find the key to this deadly pun when Vladek refers to the crematorium as a "cremo building." Such black humor implies that with every cigarette, with every image-and Spiegelman seems both to smoke and to draw relentlessly-he does not just represent the Holocaust, he literally brings it back to life (which is to say, death). Taken together, these disturbing portraits figure forth Maus's strange relationship to the ashes of the real-simultaneously haunted by the inadequacy of representation in the face of the catastrophe of history and overconscious of the all-too-real materiality that representations take on through the intervention of the culture industry.
The impossibility of satisfactorily specifying the genre of Maus expresses this representational paradox. After Maus II came out, Spiegelman requested that his book be moved from the fiction to the nonfiction bestsellers' list; but a few years earlier, in an introduction to a collection of "comix" from Raw, the magazine he edits with his wife, Franqoise Mouly, Spiegelman remarked that he had been at work on his "comic-book novel, Maus" (Spiegelman and Mouly 7). While perhaps merely an artist's whim, I read this seem-5. See also Marianne Hirsch's discussion of this self-portrait.
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ing contradiction as grounded in the specificity of the problem of representing the Holocaust, an event taken at once as paradigmatic of the human potential for evil and as a truly singular expression of that potential which frustrates and ought to forbid all comparison with other events. On the one hand, critics such as Theodor Adorno, Maurice Blanchot, and Berel Lang have suggested that "after Auschwitz," poetry and fiction are impossible.6 This proscription I understand as moral rather than technical-it would be unseemly, these writers imply, to fabricate in the face of the need for testimonial and witnessing. These critics have also tended to assert that the Nazi genocide constituted a radical and unprecedented break within Western culture, an absolutist position which tends to totalize and prescribe the practices of representation in the wake of the Event. The impossibility of fiction is also true in another sense. After the Nazis' rationalized irrationality, no horror remains unthinkable; neither the "journey to the end of night" of a Celine nor a "theater of cruelty" a la Artaud seems fantastic or unreal any longer. On the other hand, such a historical trauma also de-realizes human experience. Accounts of the death camps in memoirs never fail to document the fictional, oneiric aura that confronted the newly arrived prisoner.7 By situating a nonfictional story in a highly mediated, unreal, "comic" space, Spiegelman captures the hyperintensity of Auschwitz-at once more real than real and more impossible than impossible.
Yet Maus also replies to the debates about representation in ways which go beyond formalist subversion of generic categories and which indeed shift the terrain of the debate onto the cultural conditions, possibilities, and constraints of Holocaust representation (thus displacing the frequently prescriptive epistemologies and ontologies of the debate set by Adorno, Blanchot, and Lang). Spiegelman frankly recognizes the inevitable commodification of culture, even Holocaust culture. In Maus's multimedia marketing (through magazines, exhibitions, the broadcast media, and now CD-ROM), as well as through its generic identity as a (non)fiction comic strip, Spiegel- ? 671 man's project refuses (and indeed exposes) the sentimentality of the elite notions of culture which ground the Adornean position. Spiegelman's handling of the Holocaust denies the existence of an autonomous realm in which theoretical issues can be debated without reference to the material bases of their production. He heretically reinserts the Holocaust into the political realm by highlighting its necessary imbrication in the public sphere and in commodity production.
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My parents survived hell and moved to the suburbs. The emphasis on the body and its difference, as all commentators have noted, reinscribes the same essential ethnic differences that drove the Nazi war machine. But this discourse on the body is fundamentally destabilized by the more pressing truth 'about the Jewish body under Nazism which haunts Spiegleman's story: its disappearance. Richieu's and Anja's absence, and, by analogy, the absence of the millions of (Jewish and gay and Gypsy) victims, underlies Spiegelman's aesthetic choice of grappling with the Holocaust as an impossible visual text. Spiegelman's story does not seek, however, to flatten out analogous differences into a morality tale of universalist pluralism, but draws its power from negativity: an intimacy with death, pain, and loss motivates Maus's memory work.
In the first volume, the multiply disappeared story of Art's mother, Anja, constitutes the primary wound around which the story turns 12. Despite anatomizing a wide range of texts on Jewish themes, Gilman surprisingly makes no mention in The Jew's Body of Spiegelman or Maus. and points to an almost erased narrative of Jewish gender relations.13 Anja's story is absent for three reasons, all significant: her original diaries from Poland were lost in the war (indicating the immediate destruction at the hands of the Nazis [Maus I 84]); Anja cannot tell her own story because she committed suicide twentythree years after the war (indicating the unassimilable damage to the "survivors"); and Vladek later threw out her notebooks, in which she probably reconstructed her diaries (indicating the legacy of violence reproduced in some "survivors"). Maus I builds toward the revelation of Vladek's crime against Anja and memory, which Art names "murder" (159). Anja's suicide and Vladek's inability to mourn her death radically upset the notion of "survival" which ordinarily legitimates the Holocaust memoir; as Art puts it, "in some ways [Vladek] didn't survive" (Maus II 90). I do not think it would be an exaggeration to read this first volume as an attempt to occupy, or speak from, the impossible position of the mother's suicide; in this, Spiegelman's project resembles Claude Lanzmann's Shoah, which attempts "less to narrate history than to reverse the suicide" of many of its potential sources (Felman and Laub 216).
Spiegelman cannot literally reverse his mother's suicide, but he does question representations of Jewish women in his careful tracing of Anja's absent place of enunciation. Such a strategy takes on further significance given the relative lack of attention paid in dominant culture to the specific bodies and lives of Jewish women, a fact which emerges in the contrast between Maus and the respective academic and literary discourses of Sander Gilman and Philip Roth. In The Jew's Body, Gilman writes that "full-length studies of the actual roles of Jewish women in this world of representations [of the body] and their own complex responses are certainly needed and in fact such studies at present are in the planning or writing stages by a number of feminist critics." Gilman goes on to assert, however, that his own work "has generally focused on the nature of the male Jew and his representation in the culture of the West; it is this representation which I believe lies at the very heart of Western Jew-hatred" (5). Gilman points to the importance of the circumcised penis as an index of Jewishness, but, given the tendency of the last couple of generations of North Americans of all religions to circumcise their male children, perhaps this particular symbolic structure is waning. I don't find it unreasonable to assume, for example, that in a book dedicated to "the Jew's body," Orthodox women's shaved heads or the ubiquitous Jewish mother's body would merit chapters.14 Spiegelman, like Gilman, implicitly acknowledges the "need" for inquiry into the Jewish woman's body. But Spiegelman goes further in structuring his story around just such a lack, and in repeatedly drawing attention to the gendered violence that has produced this empty space in his family history: Art's mother has had her voice forceably removed by Vladek's stubborn annihilation of her diaries. The quality is indeed ambiguous, seeming to provide at once the means for survival in difficult situations (whether historical or medical) and the resources for self-and other-directed violence in domestic and public spheres. While Roth's writing certainly produces ambivalent feelings about the "tough Jew," only Spiegelman foregrounds the ways in which this new Jewish subject has emerged through the repression (in two senses) of Jewish women's bodies and texts and the ways in which it can initiate new tales of violence.
In her 1992 performance piece about the struggles in Crown Heights between Hasidic Jews and Caribbean and African Americans, Fires in the Mirror
The insertion into Maus I of the previously published "Prisoner on the Hell Planet"-the story of Anja's death-not only presents an expressionist stylistic rupture with the rest of the work but reopens the wound of the mother's suicide by documenting the "raw" desperation of the twenty-year-old Art. We should not read "Prisoner," however, as a less mediated expression of angst, despite its "human" characters and the reality-effect of the inserted 1958 photograph of Anja and Art. Rather, the "presence" of the maternal body here vainly attempts to compensate for what, many years later, remain the unmournable losses of Anja's suicide and of the years of psychic and political suffering which her life represents for Art. "Prisoner" draws attention to itself as at once in excess of the rest of Maus-a "realistic" supplement framed in black-and less than the mother (and the history) it seeks to resuscitate. With artist's signature and date (1972) following the last frame, "Prisoner" also complicates Maus's moment of enunciation-it simultaneously stands apart temporally and spatially from the rest of the work and yet is integrated into it. Like Art in this segment and throughout Maus, "Prisoner" cannot hide its difference from the totality of the family romance, but nor can it fully separate from the mother's story.
.
By highlighting, once again, the complexity of the time of enunciation in Maus, "Prisoner" points to the possibility of reading the work as part of a historical process which Spiegelman has focalized through the family, but which opens into questions of public culture and politics. The moment of Anja's suicide-May 1968-serves as a touchstone for the countercultural rebellion which obviously informs Spiegelman's work. In the same year that "Prisoner" ap- Spiegelman's relationship to the photograph is more complicated. He clearly recognizes the sentimental tradition it inaugurates, but he also has to use it: "I need that photo in my book," he exclaims (134). In a gesture worthy of Beckett, Maus "stains" the "clean" uniform of Jewish suffering in the Holocaust; it reveals the impure basis of all Auschwitz souvenirs. Spiegelman "needs" to offer us this uniform because it figures the act of reading: for those living "after Auschwitz" (even those who, like Vladek and Anja, lived through Auschwitz), the uniform provides a kind of access, albeit highly mediated, to the events themselves. As a "site of memory" (see Nora) the photograph-and by extension the book which contains it-creates the space of identification which Spiegelman relies on for affective and artistic success.
But identifications are always multiple, unforeseeable, and tinged with repudiation; readers are at least as likely to refuse to empa- 
